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Then sin was and striving of Swedes and of

Geats,

Over the wide water war-tide in common,
The hard  horde-hate  to wit  sithence  Hrethel

perish'd;

And to them ever were the Ongentheow's sons
Doughty and host-whetting, nowise then would

friendship
Hold over the waters; but round about Hreosna-

burgh

The fierce fray of foeman was oftentimes fram'd.
Kin of friends that mine were, there they awreaked
The feud and the evil deed, e'en as was famed;
Although he,  the other, with his own life he

bought it,                                                  2480

A cheaping full hard: unto Haethcyn it was,
To the lord of the Geat-folk, a life-fateful war.
Learned I that the morrow one brother the other
With the bills' edges wreaked the death on the

banesman,

Whereas Ongentheow is a-seeking of Eofor :
Glode the war-helm asunder, the aged of Scylfings
Fell, sword-bleak; e'en so remember'd the hand
Feud enough; nor e'en then did the life-stroke

withhold.
I  to him for  the  treasure  which  erewhile  he

gave me